ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

He went towards his car. He heard behind him, from the direction
of the stables, the command "Dismount!" followed by great shouts of
laughter from the pieces of the puzzle.

IX

^He had taken off his uniform, and put away his star of the Legion of
* Honour in its box with his other decorations. He was wearing a vest
and short pants with, above them, a corset of strong cloth with metal
hooks about his abdomen. The long scar made a rose-coloured line
down his leg. He went on giving vent to his resentment while limping
about among the luggage that littered his room.

"Well, you see, my dear chap, what a band of idiots, what a
menagerie of bastards, these politicians are? One used to be able to
say of them, 'What they need is a good war to teach them a lesson.'
Well, they've had one and didn't even understand it. Idiots, I tell
you!"

This speech was addressed to Commandant Gilon, the dragoon witn
the wide bottom, who was sadly assisting the preparations for depar-
ture. In one corner a servant was packing a uniform-box.

"No! Not like that, Charamon," the General cried. "I've told you
twenty times to put the shoes underneath. Good God! ... Of course,
I know very well what happened," he went on. "You know me, Gilon.
^I've always been outspoken: and it's not to everyone's liking. Besides,
to have a name with a handle to it, as those English fools, who've
nothing good but their horses, say, still meant something at one time.
Now it's become a liability."

He examined all the possible reasons, turned them over, chewed on
them, all except the true one: age.

" I think it's absolutely disgraceful, sir," said Commandant Gilon.

He was a rather heavy forty, with a high-coloured but pleasant face.
His calves stretched the buttons of his white gaiters. A signet-ring with
a worn crest had sunk into the flesh of his little finger.

"I think I shall send in my papers," he went on. "I was happy with
you, sir. It's recaptured those war days when I served under you. But
now, where will they send me and to whom? Besides, I shall have to
wait three or four years for promotion. If I get it then."

"And as for Crochard, you heard him?" said the General. "Not one
^single word about my campaign in Madagascar.  Not a word!   He s
just a bastard of a staff officer!"

"That's why," said the Commandant, rubbing his bristling moustache
with his finger, " I'd rather pack up and go than stay with a fellow like
that. I'll retire to Montprely; I shall look after the estate; I'll have my
hunters. Perhaps I'll get married, it's high time . .."
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